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The next morning we heard that a curfew had been
imposed and the roads from Jerusalem were blocked
by troops. But this was the day on which Altounyan
had chartered a private car to take his guests and rela-
tives back to Damascus. We therefore set out upon the
long journey in convoy. First went Altounyan in his
cumbersome staff car with his head poked out through
a trap-door in the roof, followed meekly by the little
civilian car full of women-folk, while Edward and I
guarded the rear in an Arab Legion truck. The rich
red earth sparkled in the sunshine, and the air was crisp
and sweet. Groves of blue-green olive trees climbed
up the side of the steep hills and tumbled again into the
valleys. In the distance white mountains pointed to the
sky, and all the ground we passed seemed holy that
morning, and our bowl of happiness was full.

VII

The writer of fiction, as I said before, employs various
devices to make an imaginary character seem real. But
if the traveller invents a character he must take pains to
declare his fiction. Otherwise, perhaps, the invention of
Suleiman and Hassan might have been undetected. Yet
during my travels in the Levant I have dined with a
score of graduates from the American University of
Beirut, and if, from those friends and acquaintances, I
have chosen material to invent two graduates, may not
those two be closer to reality than a meticulous descrip-
tion of a dozen ?

An  Arabist friend of mine  privately   attacked   a
popular travel book about the Middle East.